CHAPTER   XXIII
IGLOO
THE first night we made an igloo. Old Matheson had been
with the Hudson Bay Company in the Arctic and knew how
the Eskimo does it. The igloo that we made was not quite
as the Eskimo would have made it but when it was finished
we looked at it with pride and told ourselves that we should
sleep sound and comfortable under its shelter.
" Anyhow," we said, " the Eskimos keep up a temperature
of eighty degrees Fahrenheit in their snow huts and they're
not much different from ours. Not really. We ought to
sleep pretty snug to-night.55 And we crept in on our bellies
through its narrow mouth and made ourselves snug.
The tide, as it receded, had left upon the steep shingle
bank a long irregular line of smoothed blocks of ice, some
long and thin, some triangular and some round. They
formed a continuous low rampart at the very edge of the
surf. Some were stuck together with their own iciness but
others lay loose upon the stones. We used them as bricks
for our ice house. At the top of the shingle bank, where the
snow swept upwards from it to the mountain side, we tilted
the pram up upon her gunwale. We argued for a long
time which way this shelter ought to face. As the days went
on we found that these arguments, which preceded every
step we took, became longer and longer and more and more
acrimonious. Everyone knew just what it was right to do
and the decision between so many obvious rights became
more and more difficult to arrive at. We were intolerant of
other people's theories. Intervals of wordy inaction became
the inevitable preludes to every venture, intervals filled with
debate, acidly polite, carrying a thin crust of sweet reason
which too heavy a hand might very easily break through.
And later on did so.
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